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One 


Author's Notes: 
Not true, none of it is true, all made up.. 


My voice was cracking and my throat was aching but | didn't care, | couldn't care now. It was the end of this 
show and I'd see it through. The sound system was shit but | was screaming and hopefully it was somewhat on 


key. 


Shows were funny things, the crowd was out there like a sea made up of people and you could feel the heat 
coming off of them in waves, you could hear their voices melting into one voice. They could hear my voice and 


| could hear all of theirs, it was weird. 


Everyone was dripping with sweat, it was so hot under these lights and running around and with all the people 
down there all giving off 186 degrees of heat. My hair was soaked, and back when | used to wear make-up to 
these show it would be running down my face in colorful lines, but | didn't do that anymore. | just shoved a 


bandana around my forehead to keep my hair out of my eyes. 


| could see people in the crowd, bored looking 20 year olds, arms crossed over their chests. | could see other 
drunk idiots starting to fight and the useless security not doing shit about it. | closed my eyes for a second 
and thought about what happened in Donnington, those kids that got crushed in the crowd. This shit wasn't 
about that. This shit wasn't going on so people could get hurt. That pissed me off. No one can do their fucking 


job, these useless venue security pieces of shit. 


| tried to get their attention but of course they weren't looking at me. We, the fucking band | mean, we were 
paying their fucking salary tonight, this was our show, so they should pay attention to us. Fuck them. | saw 
the little scuffles in the front row getting worse. 


| stopped singing for a second to yell at them, but these people throwing punches at each other's heads didn't 
even look up. | felt the adrenaline that was there because of the show double in my bloodstream and now | 
was so fucking angry | couldn't see straight, and | thought of jumping into this crowd and fixing this shit 
myself, but the last time I'd jumped off of something | shouldn't have | fucked up my ankle, and | didn't want 
to break it or something. 


| saw the puzzled and worried looks from the other guys, still playing a few notes and chords and waiting for 
me to take up my part. Duff and Izzy exchanged a worried glance, and Slash was trying to get my attention 
and if | looked at him | knew he would mouth the words, "what the fuck?" | held the microphone in my clenched 
fist and glared at the guys fighting in the first row, knowing | couldn't jump in and break it up because of my 
fucked up ankle, and knowing that the lame ass security was too busy ignoring me to take care of their fucking 
job. 


"That's it," | said into the microphone over the notes the guys were playing, my voice echoing all over the 
fucking venue, "the show's over," | slammed the microphone down on the stage and walked off, leaving everyone 


to stare after me. 


| picked at the napkin that was under my cup of coffee, staring at the table. It was one of those solid oak 


expensive board tables, and we were at the offices of our record company, Geffen 


We were all here, well, all except Steven, but he was too fucking wasted to do anything like this. Duff was 
grimly sipping his coffee through his hangover. Slash was slouched in his seat, his little half-smile on his face. 
Izzy was staring disinterested out the window. And | was scowling and not looking at anyone. | was staring at a 


little spot on the table, trying not to say anything, but | could feel the rage building up in my cells. 


"ls been three years since you released your debut album..it's time to release the proper follow-up..it would 
have been nice to build on the momentum of "Appetite", it would have been nice to have released the album a 


year or two ago, when the sales would have been guaranteed," 


This was a name-less, faceless executive talking to us, someone who only cared about money and not our 
artistic integrity or intent. He wanted us to just churn out album after album and he knew the kids would buy 


it whether it was shit or not. That wasn't fair to do to them, to rush out a shit product just because some 
suit at the record company wants another percent of profit for the fucking quarter. Fuckers. They didn’t care 
about us, or our fans, or about quality, about fucking art. The world wasn't just about money, no matter what 


they fucking thought. 


"Yeah?" | said, the steel and the challenge in my voice. They all turned their heads to look at me, Duff looked 
too tired and in too much pain to give much thought to the storm that was coming. Slash's half-smile turned 


to a tight-lipped grimace. Izzy looked at me the same way he had ever since high school, his look saying, ‘oh 
fuck; 


"Uh, yeah, Mr. Rose. We needed that album two quarters ago, sales will suffer, the longer you wait-" 


"Look, Mr. Executive, this isn't about you or this company or about the fucking money! It's about us, and what 
we want to put out and what we want to say, and it's about our fucking fans who don't expect us to give 
them shit just because you say tol So you'll get the fucking record when we're good and ready to put it out!" | 
stood up, knocking the chair back behind me, and it landed on the floor with a clatter, making everyone in the 


room jump. | left, walking fast, not caring if any of the others followed me. 


"Axl, | can't take this anymore!" Erin screamed through her tears. She ran for the door and then slammed it, 
and | stood there alone in the room. | was barely aware of what we had been fighting about. We always fought, 
and | could admit that it was my fault a lot of the time. | didn't want to fight with her. | loved her so much, | 


didn't want my uncontrollable temper to get in the way. 


| wanted her to come back, but she would be gone for hours. She would be gone so | could cool down, and the 
thought of that just enraged me even more. Why couldn't | act and feel the way | wanted to? Why was | 
always shaking with anger? 


| grabbed a huge glass vase off the counter and slammed it to the floor, hearing the glass crash and shatter 
in a thousand directions. | took every award MTV had given us and threw them at the walls. | tipped over 
every chair and pulled every picture off the wall, slamming them to the floor and hearing the cracking of the 


glass frames. 


| sat in the middle of my destroyed apartment crying like a child who had just wrecked all their favorite stuff, 
my body shaking with the sobs. 


"Jesus Christ, Axl," | looked up and saw Izzy surveying the damage. He picked up a chair that was lying on its 


side and sat in it, and he took my hands away from my face, uncovering my tear-streaked face. 


"Uh, Axl, you've been flipping out a lot lately, you know? Maybe you should go see someone, like a therapist or 


something," 


